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natives had even two words for hunger. There was hunger,
and hunger for meat when they were meat-mad for lack of it.
But were things as simple as this... as divisible? Did not even
desires merge into each other?
To think of gorillas made him think of Olga. He wondered
if he was jealous of her alone among the men at the Station.
He decided he was jealous, but almost less of them than of the
time that he spent away from her. He could not think of her
as he had thought of other women. She was so different. Her
life had been so different, which was why time was more of an
enemy than men. She seemed apart from men, however much
she knew of them...
Bentinck was snoring louder now.